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" I often wonder/' Clarissa mused in bed, over
the little white volume of Pascal which went with
her everywhere, " whether it is really good for a
woman to live with a man who is morally her
superior, as Richard is mine. It makes one so
dependent. I suppose I feel for him what my
mother and women of her generation felt for Christ.
It just shows that one can't do without something."
She then fell into a sleep, which was as usual
extremely sound and refreshing, but visited by
fantastic dreams of great Greek letters stalking
round the room, when she woke up and laughed to
herself, remembering where she was and that the
Greek letters were real people, lying asleep not many
yards away. Then, thinking of the black sea outside
tossing beneath the moon, she shuddered, and
thought of her husband and the others as companions
on the voyage. The dreams were not confined to
her indeed, but went from one brain to another.
They all dreamt of each other that night, as was
natural, considering how thin the partitions were
between them, and how strangely they had been lifted
oft the earth to sit next e^ch other in mid-ocean,
and see every detail of each others' faces, and hear
whatever they chanced to say.